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Meet the (Poets . 



jaSOD e resides in Geneva and works at the 
Morton Arboretum in Lisle. His first book, 
Kairos, was self-published in 2004 and is 
available tonight for $5. It can also be found, for 
$10, at Anderson's Bookshop in Naperville, 
Towne House Books in St. Charles, and at 
Amazon.com & Borders.com. The libraries of 
Batavia, Geneva, North Aurora, and St. Charles 
also carry it (#811.6 SCH or 811.6 STU). Email: 
flowerpetalsonthecreek@yahoo.com 



Anne (V). K e llV is a local writer also from 
Geneva (in fact, she is jason's neighbor). She 
finds inspiration from the natural world and the 
mystery of foreign lands that she has never 
visited. She also writes about the journey of 
pain, the trials of the human soul, and the beauty 
of redemption. Anne has a passion for finely 
crafted words and prose and enjoys sharing her 
collection of short stories and poems with other 
writers. Feel free to contact Anne at 
annekelly@mac.com or at the group email 
interzonepoets@yahoo.com. 




"Meet the (Poets . 



NiCOle ManiSCO is a local area poet from St. 
Charles. She enjoys participating in open mike 
events throughout the Chicagoland area including; 
The Cafe. Molly Malone's. Barnes & Noble, as 
well as The Batavia Art Gallery where she was 
recently featured as an invited poet. In addition to 
writing and performing her own poetry, Nicole is 
an aspiring actor. Just recently she performed in 
Arthur Miller's Death of a Salesman, which ran at 
the Steel Beam Theatre in St. Charles. 

Nicole began writing just three years ago after 
discovering the poetic genius of Anne Sexton; 
other influences include Sylvia Plath. Allen 
Ginsberg, Billy Collins. Mary Oliver and 
singer/songwriter Tori Amos. Feel free to contact 
Nicole at pilgrimsoulfire@hotmail.com or at the 
group email interzonepoets@yahoo.com. 



Bill "Robertson 

Since moving to Sandwich in mid-2004 with his 
wife Faith, Robertson has appeared at several open 
mic venues in Batavia and Geneva and has been 
published in the Fox Valley Arts Council's Arts 
Beat magazine. During National Poetry Month in 
April he is sponsoring a poetry contest for local 3 r 
through 12* grade students offering $250 in 
prizes. 





After March 14th, he will be one of the few poets 
to have ever read in both Piano, Illinois and Piano. 
Texas. Feel free to contact Bill at 
the_rope_dancer@yahoo.com or at the group 
email interzonepoets@yahoo.com. 



Love and Words 

byjason e 

There awoke in me, on a night enlightened by 
magnificent starlight, fancies for poetic pursuit in 
the name of love. And of this, an autumn-haired, 
spring-eyed beauty of sweet unawareness. 

I became a romantic, for all intents and purposes, 
and bowed as a knight to his maiden in waiting. 
I was taken. I was subdued and held prisoner — 
I was willing. 

In her heart were the moist soils of Eden, full of music 
not heard since the day love was cast upon the world. 
I took her hand and splashed the grass with my melting, 
saw angels under the gospel of her voice. 

I was no longer just a man, but a vessel for poetry. 
And I finally knew what it was to be alive: 
To inhale love, to exhale words, to truly breathe — 
like a sonnet venturing from the page. 



The Pace of Waiting 

byjason e 

The sunflowers grow tall 

in fields we don't know, 
leaning over the broken bodies 

of men younger than the day 

of men wiser 
than night. 

Soldiers inhaling 
the light of sunset; 
a reveille to the angels. 

These men chivalrous, 
sanguine; anxious to make proud 
their transfigured fathers. 

Unaware, it would seem, 
of the world's way of forgetting 
and not forgiving. 

These men ... a man, dreaming 
in black and blue. Wondering if the 
blood, the pain, is a gift for his god. 

Hoping invisible hands 
will gather all his relevant pieces 
and let his hour be peaceful. 

That those he loves most 
will conquer this distance 
sit alongside him, 
and carry him home. 



Before the Storm Wet the Earth 

byjason e 

A ladybug landed on my knee 
as I sat alone in a meadow 
awaiting the rain. 

With its tiny head cocked 
and a trust in my silence 
it seemed to ask, 

"Do you think I am beautiful?" 

But all I could do 
was look away 
and wonder what stories 
my face was telling. 



Twelve and 12 

byjason e 

Becoming twilight softens another midsummer day: 
stars spark up, the moon pulsates, oceans flinch, 
day aborts, night reclaims dignity; 
everything sleeps and everything awakens — 
the sun has pulled away my shadow. 

Blushing dawn ascends the misty green hillside: 
stars flicker out, the moon hides away, 
night departs, day reclaims strategy; 
everything awakens and everything sleeps — 
the sun has tossed back my shadow. 



The Props at My Funeral 

byjason e 

While I sleep 

throw ropes down my mouth. 

Climb in — 

But beware of the biting words 

that linger along the throat. 

They are bitter, always questioning 

destiny's decisions. 

When you reach a path lit by embers 

Grab your cross, and hold it tight. 

There, bits of heart decompose along the turn. 

You should cover your head, for it drips still 

off the ribs 

(Remnants 

of a splat- 

ter-ed 
love 
affair). 

You may even see her against the starless dark. 
A ghostly angel playing the loose string 
of a smashed violin . . . 

(It is true: sometimes the old sounds are deafening 
and you can't hear the new ones) 
But I digress. 

Follow the map that I gave you 
and gather the props as you go: 
The rusty crown. 

The bloody pile of nightingale feathers. 
The broken teeth of one genuine smile. 
And don't forget the dried up pen and quill. 
I should remind you now 
to leave by morning, 

for tomorrow I will sit at the edge of the world. 
There I will smile into the rising sun 
and without a thought 

drop off. 



Fresh Morning 

byjason e 

Talk to me in the comfort of fresh morning 

when a bird's song I may enjoy 

as the cold of night surrenders to the warmth of dawn 

and there comes no sound from the telephone or door. 

Hold me close as the sun plays with shadows 
when the curtains of our room blow wide 
as our hearts beat ever so quietly to the pulse of day 
and seagulls scavenge across the falling tide. 

Know me when the day is newly born, my love 
when the spirit within this aging body is content 
as I steal gentle kisses from your soft lips 
and inhale the subtle fragrance of this moment. 



One Sand Grain of 6.5 Billion 

byjason e 

I wonder too much in the morning, 

alone at breakfast with the sun coming in. 

I wonder as I drive, I am never in the fast lane. 

I wonder at work, taunting deadlines 

every time I turn my chair to the window. 

I wonder most at night, and most wondrously there: 

Often I'll walk beyond the city lights 

and throw down a blanket. With my back to the earth 

I stare, straight up, as far as I can reach . . . 

My brain begins to tremble like an aspen. 

Thoughts morph into moths, all gathered 

around a puddle of questions; energized, potent questions 

that the moths roll their tongues over. 

Each one drinks and each one fills with a question. 

They go off, quick as lightning, zipping 

back and forth across my head, bouncing off 

my skull with mind-aching determination. 

The questions know no answers exist here, 

so they break through my eyes like bats 

from a cave. And up they go, zigzagging their way 

to the great mystery, the thing that holds 

this cloudy blue marble in its black grip. 

How they get past Earth's gravity is a wonder in itself. 

But they do, and they go and go, and they leave me 

all alone with my impatience. 

How fast do they go? How fast does an answer answer back? 

This concerns me. I mean, I could tell myself 

that one plus one is two — that is quick — 

but at one time that question was brand new. 

The answer came slower. One had to be sure. 

Sadly, I know that my questions will never 

come back, embraced by their answers. 

Perhaps a black hole gets them, or they're snatched up 

by whatever created all this, the very entity 



that has caused [Holy War] between [Great Apes]. 

No, my questions will remain unanswered. 

I am just a human being on earth and the answers are something 

different. 

With that, I rise. My brain now a single grain 

dead center in the smoky air of my skull. 

I shake the blanket, and watch the loose grass take air. 

The night sky carries on, as it always has, 

as it always will. 

The moonlight lands in my hair 

and I walk home in silence, kicking stones. 



My Morning Sickness 

byjason e 

my morning sickness 
is a morning dream 
of reaching for the girl 
that keeps falling 
off my edge 

reoccurring memories 
dive-bomb the present 
blooming up the gut 
to break open 
old scars in the heart 

the dream fades 
when day hits its fist 
pulling fresh thin skin 
over broken bone 

I walk the park 
in mindful stride 
a stress-heavy head 
chiseled clean by calm 

I turn the corner 
and sink into a stop 
there, a man sits in the grass 
holding his baby in laughter 

and now, my morning sickness 
concerns an unknown child — 
a child that would look so much 
like her and me 



My Favorite Shirt 

by Anne M. Kelly 

I opened my closet door yesterday and saw the silhouette of a 
geometric price tag from a shirt I bought last fall. Its sharp 
rectangular edges protruded from the line of clothes that seemed 
soft and gentle, but unusually orderly that morning. It was a shirt I 
bought to wear for someone I used to love. I wanted to close the 
closet door quickly as the stabbing pain returned. 

I started thinking about all of my favorite shirts, over time. I 
remember a strawberry shirt I had at age 6. How I loved to wear 
that during my summer days filled with nothing but play and sand. 
It had little cap sleeves that protected my shoulders from the 
blistering August heat. It was cotton, it was light it was fresh and it 
had strawberry buttons. 

I remember a special shirt I bought in Montana at age 11. My 
Grandmother took me on a long trip to Glacier National Park. We 
left on a train. A train with elegant dining and bunk beds. The shirt 
I bought in the mountains of Montana was unlike anything I saw in 
Ohio. It was cream colored with suede laces. It had an earthy feel 
to it. The laces reminded me of smoke, crystal clear water, fresh air 
and Indians. When I wore that shirt it gave me a feeling of smoke 
that was rising from the mountains right into the heavens. It might 
have been a feeling of smoke, it might have been a feeling of 
clouds. It was not smoke. It was not clouds. It was clouds with the 
feel of smoke. 

As with most vacations the train stops and you return home to the 
familiar. A life where you knew everything was safe and 
everything was predictable. But, you are never the same because 
you bring home part of what you saw, part of what you felt and 
part of what you became. I loved to wear my cream shirt with the 
suede laces from the mountains back in the suburbia I grew up in 
because it took me away from the tree-lines streets into the 
mystical, magical mountains that were surrounded by rising smoke 
and settling mist. 



When I was in High School would often shop for a shirt to wear 
with someone who asked me out on a date. I picked the shirts out 
carefully. I was not particular about jeans, shoes or sweaters. 
Anything would do. I liked shirts that were cranberry colored and 
feminine. I doubt the boys that I saw, even noticed. They were 
boys. Boys who pulled any crumpled t-shirt out of their drawer 3 
minutes before we met. I remember someone in particular, who 
said to me one night. Anne, I really love your shirt... and more I 
love the woman inside of the shirt. That stuck with me. It was then 
I knew I was no longer having relationships with boys, they were 
suddenly men It felt warm like encircling smoke. 

Last night I bought a beautiful shirt just because it was beautiful. I 
bought if for me. I bought it for the feeling I had when I tried it on. 
Maybe I bought it for my future. A future that is unknown. When I 
hung the shirt in my closet last night I had a warm feeling that it 
was the tangible thing that I needed to pull me into tomorrow. 
Tomorrow is further from the pain that lives in me today. 
Tomorrow is a mysterious place right now. The smoke from the 
mountains is suddenly leading me back to the mystery of that shirt 
that I bought in Montana at the age of 1 1 . 
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Gravity 

by Anne M. Kelly 

First sign of morning light 

pierces my eyes with its sharpened silver-edged knife 

Gravity weights me down as I rise out of bed 

and sliver down the hallway to the shower. 

Half in a fog, half in a dream, 

I feel for the geometric light switch. 

Its hard edges pull me into the day. 

A day composed of hard edges - 

far from the dream I left. 

Flick, flick 
Click, click 
Bright light 
Eyes squint in shocking rebel 

Water falling over my delicate body forms a shiny skin, 

that protects me from all of the elements. 

It falls, it caresses, it warms, it tingles, 

My body awakes... gently, naturally, wonderfully 

lifting my world, releasing its weight. 
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Gravity pulls, my head descends 

toward the motion of water swirling into the 
drain. 

Circles become smaller 

as liquid disappears through dark pinpointed 
holes 

that suck the water into its open mouth. 

For one last heavy swallow. 
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The Color of You 

by Anne M. Kelly 

Green, green — 
eyes serene 

Yellow, yellow — 

voice is songbird mellow 

Red, red — 

deep kindling desire of passions fire 

Gold, gold — 

kindred spirit that I behold 

White, white — 
absence of light 

Black, black — 

my cold, dark night 

Our Kaleidoscope of color — 
Twists, spins and blends 

Rich, transparent and prismatic 

How can something so beautiful — 
cut so deeply. 

Blue, blue — 

the color of you. 
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For Artists 

by Anne M. Kelly 

I long for my pen to write 
I hope that my voice can sing 
I wish for my soul to compose 
the symphony of life. 
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In the Midnight Hour... 

by Anne M. Kelly 

The moment is still - 
a life is still - 

a heartbeat is still 

The lace curtain that caresses the wind - 
lies listless - 

in the midnight hour 

The wind that floated by earlier - 
is gently tucked in its bed - 
in the midnight hour 

The birds that graced the delicate branches 
and filled their chests with song - 
tuck their little heads under wing 
for the night - 

to compose tomorrows' song 

They now exist in a world of silent dream 

The moon is the only one - 
to hear the grand solo 
of the night 
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WINTER 

by Bill Robertson 

Winter is the hollow end 
Of the days that empty out the year 
With brittle snow and freezing wind 
That calls to have a fireplace near. 
A cold that leaves me bare-boned so 
I'm like a corpse left for too long 
With winter's tag upon my toe, 
Unclaimed by warmth I don't belong 
Among the ones who thrive in what 
To me's a deadly, killing frost. 
Instead I have a simple need that 
Cries for summers that I've lost 
If only I could be at rest 
Content on winter's icy breast. 
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PURPLE SONG OF THE 17 th SUMMER 

by Bill Robertson 



The prodigal returns 

Through the red grey dawn 

Of the earth reborn. 

The sun had set on the sleeping child 

And growling dog 

And risen before the mists had gone. 

The streets were still 

Which had been his paths of flight, 

Fleeing the shadows 

Unseen in the night, 

Crying, 

"What god is there left 

Who has not gone 

As alone, forsaken, 

We lay in our child beds dreaming? 

But rise, 

Flee. 

Return to babylon 

And the paradise of fallen prayers 

Seen through the child's eyes 

While trying to go the man's way. " 

And so he returns. 

The voices heard within, 

Their laughing, crying, 

Locked together, 

The mass, 

While he, 

His laughing, crying, 

Locked outside, 

The one alone, 
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Walks through the motions 
Of a life, 

Once lived before, 
But by someone who, 
Unremembered by him, 
The mass remembers 
With their locked together 
Laughing, crying faces. 

"Bill, my lover, 

Here is my new, pink rabbit. 

What shall I call it?" 

Moans a little sister 

By the fire 

And mother. 

"welcome home." 



GOLDEN II. 

by Bill Robertson 

A half-a-hundred years ago, 

We stood here hand in hand, 
And spoke of lives that were to be. 

Not all has gone as planned. 
There have been hurts we'd not foreseen, 

And disappointments too, 
And time when we have turned aside 

From us to me and you. 
But half-a-hundred years have passed 

Since two became this one, 
And now we find that we're more blessed 

Than when we'd first begun. 
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PRELUDE 

by Bill Robertson 

Poisoned honey gathers in the wound, 

Staining memory, 

Sweetening despair, 

While frozen amber combusts in the veins of my burgeoning desire. 

A cacophony of pleasures cannot obscure the din 

Of the unheard voice. 

Where in this agony of living meat is there any room for dignity? 

All choice and chance and change, 

Discordant harmonies prevail, 

As I, 

Join in a rhapsody of pain 

A pattern in the marrow played out 

In brittle bone. 

Chained in my naked truth 

I rage among the tombs of memory 

In the company of swine 

And howl refusal at the moon. 

Whose boat is this that scrapes against my shore? 
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ENNUI 

by Bill Robertson 

The early afternoon sun 

Comes through our window 

And settles on the artificial flowers 

On the sway-shelved bookcase 

While the small wooden giraffe 

Looks away, 

Disinterestedly. 

I just sit 

And wonder 

When the coffee's going to be ready. 

And the large, blue exercise ball, 

Not quite in the center of the room, 

Sits in a pleasant pool of sunlight. 
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STEVEN JAMES 

by Bill Robertson 

When day broke with her water 

You would not be denied. 

All early and so wanted, 

Older brother's companion 

And a parent's dream, 

Yours was the first birth that i could attend, 

And when you crowned 

I was overcome by miracles, 

Oh, and your cry, 

Hung upside down 

In a world too soon. 

We went to wait 

And wondered why. 

And when the doctor said you'd died 

Her understanding did not come, 

And so he said 

"But you know," 

And I did, 

And when I held you in my arms, 

Your limp arm splayed out to the side, 

I wanted you to know, 

Though here for just a while, 

How much that you were loved. 

And when I took your picture in that box 

You looked so all forlorn. 

Or maybe that was I, 

In my inability to cry, 

Who just imagined so much loss upon your face. 

You slept your way to rapture dressed in white. 

And when we put you in the ground, 

No more to see the light, 

And yet to know the breast, 

I was overcome again with joy 

That I, 

At least, 

Had seen you living. 
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THE OTHER WOMAN 

by Bill Robertson 

First. 

You must know 

That I do not love you less 

(But more, 

If that is possible). 

But when I see her 

She fills my heart 

With sunshine 

And with daisies 

(Her favorite flowers). 

When she dances across my memory 

I am caught again 

In the net of her sweet love. 

I can never let her go, 

And I hope that you will understand, 

But when I see her smiling out 

Through your eyes, 

Or catch a remembered gesture 

Or expression, 

I can never forget, 

And will always love 

The woman that you are now 

And the girl that I met 

On her 1 9th birthday. 
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4 

by Bill Robertson 

"i want to eat the woald," he says so absolutely. 

"i'm gonna eat cars an..." 

"If you eat my car, 

We'll have to walk.' 

'otayl i won't. 

i'm gonna eat trucks, 

big trucks, 

an roads 

an signs, 

an the grass...' 

He yells out the window 

"i'm gonna eat you trees!" 

He pulls his head back inside. 

"an i'm gonna eat the sky 

an the moon 

an the stars 

an the ho univewse. 

an i'm gonna eat people 

an poop 

an i'm gonna drink peel ' 

He has a malicious, I'm-a-naughty-boy grin. 

He sticks his head out the window again. 

"i'm gonna eat you dog!" 

I remember when i was gonna eat the woald. 
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THE MORNING CHORE 

by Bill Robertson 

I didn't need my cap after all. 

There was a definite chill 

But the sun was bright 

And warm. 

I stood there, 

Leash in hand, 

Behind the community garage, 

Waiting for him to do his dogly duty 

While he just sat 

With an occasional sniff 

Tasting the morning air 

Admiring the outside world, 

And I kept watch over the still winter breath 

Escaping from my nostrils. 

He got up several times 

And turned his head to the sometimes 

Passing cars out front, 

But always returned, 

If not to the same spot, 

Then to the same pose 

Staring at something, 

Something I couldn't see 

In the near distance. 

Finally he turned and turned again 

And then he peed 

Anticlimactically 

And we headed back inside 

For crate-time 

And some treats. 
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once 

by Nicole Manisco 

once he let me look down the strings of his guitar 
spaces resonated his artist and held waning moments 
loosely, as the sky a setting sun 

once he etched my lady in charcoal, 

drew her barefoot in prairie grass wearing 

nothing but royal gowns beneath her wild flowered crown 

forgetting not the petals have fallen, dead 
but unable to pluck the sweetness from my head 
he said no, no don 't say that 
over and over in my bed 

once the sound of his voice chalked 
ribbons about the moon and brought it closer 
to my fading blue, nearer my darkening room 

once his words came fast and hard like summer rain 
beating against my lady's door 
come out, come out and play 

amalgamations had me and now it is the still lake 
the way his eyes penetrate skin to the mess 
of madness and paint splatters upon my garden 
eyes entirely defined, periods that extend . . . 
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Matthew 

by Nicole Manisco 

Matthew, you believe that when the bees leave 

they go sit in giant oak trees and sip honey. 

You say, funny isn't it, the way silence can be 

louder than pennies in a glass jar, 

and still funnier 

how the sun finds it way through 

the tiny spaces between leaves? 

And then we wait for the first raindrop 

to evaporate at our feet. 

Matthew, you say that a rainstorm starts that way 

to give us time to lose our shoes and manmade parts. 

It's true that you work your lips like a carnival ride, 

yet when the water forms lovely little yokes on your 

body, 

I wonder why we don't hold hands. 

Matthew don't you see, 

your body holds a jersey of red like nobody 
and your legs are perfectly shaped to collect sun. 

And Matthew, why don't you 

ever chatter your teeth 

when the sun pulls up the covers? 

Sometimes you walk close Matthew. 
Sometimes then the corners of your mouth float 
and I want to know why lampposts look like 
lemon drops on licorice sticks. 

But then, what does it really matter Matthew? 

I am wet and everything you have said sticks 

better than skin. 

Now let's just iron the wrinkles 

our eyelids have made, what do you say? 
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crazy beautiful 

by Nicole Manisco 

when she plays with sharp corners 
she is thinking 

she says she needs time to do this 
folding anything into sharp edges 
to prick and poke and pass gently 
over fingers, lips or dip in ear canyons 

to think 

I settle at a distance like a photographer 

snapping her eyelashes catching dust fairies 

she is so pretty 

so crazy beautiful 

and I know that when she is finished 

all the flowers will settle on one direction 

and look something like a fallen rainbow 
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baby grand 

by Nicole Manisco 

silence breaks 
on open water 
like moonlight 

sound - 
my guide, 
my sight 

muffled 

and 

womb-like 

your teeth 
are gorgeous 
beneath 10,000 lakes - 

cold like an estranged father 

and I have found you, 
have found the way you 
shuffle like Chaplin late, 
late at night 

in this - 
our prison 

in this - 

our underwater box 

here, 

in this ocean 
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still space enough for 
entire planets of 
your fitful look 
that little sigh 
I enter in my book 

and I can hear machinery - 

my humming interior, 
electronic buzz 
screaming 

I can hear my thoughts - 

audio clips 

in random bits, 

your voice skipping 

over my watered skin, 

rounded pebbles that 

slip over crescent-moon hips 

and there sits 

raven black 

baby grand 

alone amid a thousand candles 

in an otherwise darkened room, 

sitting 
waiting 
wanting 
to be played 



everything is louder at 
three a.m. 
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bell tower 

by Nicole Manisco 

a good cry Caroline 

a good telling of sheets and nakedness 

on your cold Atlantic beach 

so play it again 

the one with the piano man named Sam 

Carolina oh 

climax intense so 

so much so that 

it deserves an announcement 

an introduction 

perhaps a dressing up for 

waves they say 

more like tiny teeth barely touching skin 

barely touching within 

Carol you're the shy type, would rather type 

would rather slip into something less comfortable 

Oh Carolina oh 

and the heat sticks your pink tissue tee to 

breasts that have yet to develop, yet to be 

and oh there are the bones - 

heavy 

and Caroline you reach South to rattle them 

tinkering jars in moonlit graveyards 

candy wrappers in church 

my Caroline, oh my the noise - 

and why do you never cry? 

It is a beautiful firm like a proper bed 

but Caroline, dear Carol, when it is restless 

when your tentacle touches can't rain enough 

can't soak the dry ache of hardness 

it will curve around you 

oh curve, Carol, like a bell's shell 

biting and lapping at your shoulders 

Carolina oh 

and ring your delicate neck 
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n^He Interzone (Poets 

'The Interzone (poets are a group of four Itfinois poets from the 
western suburbs of Chicago that appear at various open mikes 
throughout the area. 

'These booklets are intended to make available, and to help 
promote, the poems read at each event. 'Each issue will contain a 
new set of poems and will be as unique as its reading. Future 
issues are open to, and are already set to contain, a variety of 
guest poets. 

(please cheeky out our website below (a work^ in progress) where 
you can find details on how to become involved with or even join 
our friendly, creative group. We are fresh on the scene and full of 
energy, (please come and see us again] 



'Website : www.interzonepoets.6fogspot.com 
To contact us : interzonepoets@yafioo.com 



